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so that he could not even kick. Then I passed my spit
through his throat, and hanged him up on two iron hooks.
Then I lit a great fire below him, and flamed up my lord,
resting the spit as they do to herrings hanging in the chimney
to be dried. Then I took his purse and a little javelin, and
ran away. When I came down into the street, I found every-
body running with water to put out the fire. And seeing me
thus half roasted, they naturally had pity on me, and threw
water over me, and joyously refreshed me. . . . And note
that this roasting entirely cured me of a sciatica to which
I had been subject more than seven years, on the side on
which my roaster let me burn when he went to sleep. Thus
did I escape, gallant and gay, et vive la rotisserie!'"
These and other experiences of Panurge are narrated
in a spirit of pure gaiety and reckless extravagance. The
fun is, it must be confessed, of the brutal order; but
what can we look for in the sixteenth century 1 In fact,
that kind of jocularity which is aroused by the suffer-
ings, humiliation, or even the death, of one's friends,
forms the staple of the Eabelaisian fun, just as it does in
the " Fabliaux" of his predecessors, and the " Contes "
of his contemporaries. As regards the adventure I have
just quoted, it was entirely in the spirit of the time. It
seemed quite natural to the readers of Kabelais that a
Turk should hang up a Christian to be roasted alive, and
equally natural that the Christian, should turn the tables
upon his torturer.
Attached to the household of Pantagruel, Panurge be-
gins over again, with as keen a relish as if he were still
a student, the tricks and pranks of his former life. It
would be an excellent contribution to the many lost or
unwritten, chapters of fiction, were some one to recon-
struct the earlier years of Panurge. We shall never